THE  TRAIN
children? He began to calculate: if every hospital train
in wartime carried out current repairs with the help of
its own unit—what a help it would be for transport.
And it would be fine for us, he thought. We should not
have to wait for weeks. Our stoppings would be curtailed.
We'd make more trips. Yes, it's simple enough and we
ought to get on to it at once.
He did not linger. Obtaining the permission of the
chief, he put the question at the next unit meeting. Here
he suddenly met with an obstacle.
"I cannot help feeling doubtful about one point,"
said Suprugov. "It has not been properly examined.
Aren't we giving our people too much to do? It is no
secret that during the full-loaded trips our staff work
unbelievably hard. They must rest from time to time.
And when should that be if not on the empty trips? This
matter should be carefully considered, comrades."
Danilov looked at Suprugov, eyes wide open, mouth
gaping with surprise. What? This quiet, always acqui-
escing doctor was openly going against him? Was it a
dream? He was speaking softly, but clearly. People were
listening to him. There was Doctor Belov fidgeting on his
chair and putting something down on his pad. There
was fat lya propping up her head sadly with her hand—
probably sorry for herself for having worked beyond
human endurance. ... Had Danilov been paying more
attention to Suprugov, he would have long ago noticed
a change in him. But Danilov wasn't interested in
Suprugov and had failed to notice the difference. It had
happened after Pskov. After Pskov Suprugov suddenly
became aware that he wasn't just Suprugov—ear,
throat and nose—but a military doctor of 3rd rank,
participating actively in historical battles, and in addi-
tion, if considering the matter impartially, without false
pride—participating heroically. He was hurt that people
seemed not to notice it and to ignore him. For instance,
there was that trifling matter of Kravtsov mending some
pipes noted at the meeting, yet nobody even mentioned
Sitprugov's exceptional behaviour in the streets of Pskov.
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